^ holding the pipe in his hand, it seemed to him

that he could hear his f ather^s breathing even? as though
that other were so much more palpable than mere tran-
siently articulated clay as to even penetrate Into the

uttermost citadel of silence in which Ms son lived,

The bow! of the         was ornately carved,        it
charred with much                 on the bit were tjhe prints

of his father's teeth^           he had left the very print

of Ms ineradicable bones as though In enduring stone^
iike the creatures of that prehistoric day that were too
grandly conceived and executed either to exist very
long or to vanish utterly           dead from an earth

shaped and furnished for punier things. Old Bayard
sat holding the pipe in Ms hand-

"What are you giving it to me for, after all this
time?" he had asked,

"Well, I reckon I've kept it long as Gunnel
for me to," old man Falls answered. "A pothouse ain?t
no fitten place for anything of his'n, Bayard* And I'm
gwine on ninety-fo9 year old/11

Later lie gathered up his small parcels and left, but
still old Bayard sat for some time, the pipe in his hand,
rubbing the bowl slowly with his thumb. After a while
John Sartoris departed alsos withdrawn rather to that
place where the peaceful dead contemplate their glam-
orous frustrations-^ and old Bayard rose and thrust the
pipe into his pocket and took a cigar from the humidor
on the mantel. As he struck the match the door across
the room opened and a man wearing a green eyeshade
entered and approached,

"Simon's here. Colonel/' he said in a voice utterly
without inflection,

"What?" old Bayard said across the match*

"Simon's come*"